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Miss Rosie Wray was the prettiest actress
engaged at the Royal Shakspeare Theater,
and Punch, her black-and-tan terrier pup-
py, was the preitiest doggie at the Shak-
speare, or any other theater, or anywhere
in the wide, wide world. Rosie wouid bave
aseerted, afirmed, and, if need bave been,
sworn to the truth, the unexaggerated
truth, of the last statement, with her soft,
tiny white hand on the Bible, against all
comers. Such a golden-curled, laughing-
eyed, cherry-lipped creature—Hosie—with
s face alldimpied smiles and saucy charm,
with a figure that made all the other girls
turn green with envy—so Komie firmly
believed -and she knew how to set
it off and show it, the cunmning little
minx, on the stage or off the stage, 1n cos-
tume or in everyday dress. KRosie knew
that she was lovely ana sweet, and an
angel, and a fairy, and heaven knows
what, but 1t was something amazingly
nice, Lots of feilows had told her that,
but she believed it most willingly when the
honeyed compliment came from the lips of
Harry Trench, the bandsume jeune premier
of the Shakspeare, the alfogether micest
man in the profession,soagain llosie would
bave sworn. losie waa great at superla-
tives, but she was an altogether exception-

al little woman. In her loves, as in her
pretty little hates—and she could hate,
pretty Kosie could—when she once started
she traveled the whola distance, as our
American friends would say.

Punch was s present from Harry, and,
therefore, doubly sweet, and a love and a

wondor. He bad been originally Harry's
dog, and Harry had brought him to re-

hearsal, and the aoggie ran about the place
and played with everybody and every-
tLing, and Rosie fell in love with Punch
first of all, and with his master directly
afterward. Then Punch’'s master made up
the family party by tumbling bead over
ears into the sweet passion over Rosie's
gleaming eyes, And they loved one an-
other, all the three did—Rosie, and Harry,
and Punch—and each one would have de-
fendea the other—Punch not being by any
means the least pugnacious of the trio—
and it goes without saying that they were

pever really havpy except when they were
&ll three together.

Now | will let the reader into a secret.
Jt was a secret, a real secret, and it was
cot to be divulged to a living soul, but 1

now the reader will not repeat it, for that
would be a shame; therefore, I will whisper
it ever so softly,

Harry and Rosie were engaged. Nobody
knew it, not even Jane, Rosie's maid, and
what she did not know about Kosie’'s at-
fairs was seldom worth knowing. I bave
an idea that Punch knew it. I wonldnotat
random swear to my statement, but if
the doggie did not know it he
must have been a very naive, silly little
doggie 1ndeed. Forof all the kisses that
exploded over his head, and the cheeks
that flamed, and the glittering eyes that
danced over him whilst he lay on Rosie’s
lap. with his muozzle on his little brown,
black penciled paws, making believe that
he was asleep—surely e must have known
that Rosie would not bave permitted Harry
to sit by her side with his arm around her
Waist if they had not been engaged.

Auvd yet Punch was a wretch. Rose
stated that fact times after times, and
kissed him as she stated 1t. Nothing was
safe from him, unless it was hung or
stowed away out of bis reach, or too heavy
for bnum to moye. Rosie wonld take off a
pair of silken stockings before going to bed
at night, and find only one in the morning.
The other would be discovered, half an
bour afterwards, behind the big Japanese
fan that closed in the drawing room
fireplace. Rosie bad two pairs of favorite
slippers, & pink satin pair and a pale blus
Plr with gold beads. When Rosie came

oms from the theater at night she would
find one pink shpper underneath the bed
aod the other among the jugs of the toilet
table; one blue one would be lying on the
stairs and its companion won!d have to be
bhunted for among the geraniums, and cal-
ccolaries, and fuchsias at the opendining-
room window.

But then—so Rosie affirmed with a face
s seriovs as & Jjudge’s—FPunch never ate or
duurorad anything. Now and then his
sharp little teeth wonld mark things, and
rather spoil their appearance, but surely
it was not Punch's fauit that his little
teeth were so sharp, and Kosie was guite
certain that he did not mean to spoil
things. He played with them, that was
sll. He tossed them about and jumped on
them, and smacked them with bis little
paws, and raced around the garden with
them in his mouth, and now and then

ook them as he would have shaken a rat,

ut he never meant te harm them. We
all want our littie amusement, so why
shouldn’t Punch have his! ‘T'his with a de-
fiant toss of the sunshiny curls. Who was
thers likely to be bold enougb, or marble-
bearted enough to contradict so fair o
ecballenger?

Rosie lived in a pretty bijou cottage that
stood in the center of a leafy garden in St.
John's Wood. It was as trim, as neat, and
@as cozy a little home as even a young lady
with Kosie's tastes for the artistic and the
beauntiful could wish for. A hoary brick
wall, grown a deep greyish-brown with

e, and smothered on the garden side with
clematis and traveler's joy, surrounded it
on all sides; two great pear trees and nigh
on a dozen lilacs and laburnums tempered
the noonday heat with their uizbrage.

osie herself had superintended and

elped in the construction of a rockery,
wnere royal fern, hart's tongue and Brit-
ish malden-hair sprang in graceful green-
ery nmoug & multitude of stonecrop, and
primrose, and viclet plants—a wonderfal
climbing gloire de Dijon rose covered the
porch and the lower part of the cottage,
whilst a little lawn, kept as green and as
emooth as & billiard table, was ready for
eroquet. The interior of the little cottage
was a perfect wonder of feminine taste
in deooration, ana fitting aud furn-
fshing. Hosie's mother — dead and
guns these two years, poor lady-—
had collected all the bhundred little
knick-knacks and souveunirs, pictures, stat-
uetles, screens, and odds and ends thas go
80 farto make a home look home-like and
inhabited. Rosie was pretty wellotf. Her
salary of six pounds a week was more than
slie speut, and had a little 1ncome besides,
bequeathed to her by her mother. 1helit-
tie cottage was held on Jease at a very tri-
fling rent indeed, and, as Rosie had every
Fight to hope that her salary would in-
ervase and keep inereasing with her KIrow-
ing reputation, care and its attendant
stings were unknown at Ferndale. as tae
httll:a nook was called. * '

fhus it may be readily ima

with her cottage, nnd h“y gard:r’:??l‘tl:d‘E::
Harry, and her Punch, Rosie was as happy
&s the day was long. Her parts were her
only little worry, for she was not a quick
study. and she was always nervouas, and
pever could act at rehearsal,. and thereby
gnt herself mmvolved inmany a little squab-
le with her manager and the stage man-
sger until they came to understand Rosie's
tunorous peculianty, and overlooked it
Ebe could always be relied upon to make a
scene go where brimming good humor and
rollicking comedy were required to feteh
the house, but when Harry [rench was
acting with her people decjared her to be
.hrn_pIJ delicious
Ibere wan one Sunday, howsever, and in
midsummmer time of all the days in the
ear, when Rosio was far from being in her
E;lntual bappy mood. Her cup of choco-
to was standing untasted on the break-
fast table, stie had not touched her thincnt
bread and butter, and the newly laid gK,
which was ber nsual luxury at the early
morning meal, stood in the little white ogg-
eup quite forlornly. Kosie was stanng
across the table and through the open
windew out intoe the sbady garden,
listlessiy. gloomily. and it would have re.
quired but a small effort on her part to
.-lnoezo out & tear. Panch was tearing
about the room unheeded and uncared for
and be perked his Little bead and stam ped
bisiittle feet in vain, For onoe his ever
kind sud attentive mistress neglected him.
And what was the reason of this nntoward
storm in Rosie's chocolate cup?! What had

brought the black loweniug cloud to darken

Rosio’s bright little homestead? A letter
was the origin of all this misery, and a
bad, bad man had written it—and the bad
man was Harry Trench.

Harry had promised, arrangzed, settled
and pledged himself to take Rosie to Maid-
enhead, Thence they were to row up to
Cookbham and Marlow, and to have a real
happy summer outing—to draw their luaugs
full of the fresh conutry air which they
both required so much atter the gas-tainted
atmosphere of the stage and the dressing-
rooms, and generally to Lask in the light
of one another’s happiness. And Eosie had
got & wondrous new gown, a marvel of
straw-colored Liberty silk, with the sweet-
eal sa!mon-colored sash imaginable, and a
love of n hat, especially for the ocecasion,
and pnow, to her dire dismay and disap-
pointment, she was not only not to wear
them, but Harry was not coming, and what
to do with herself on this Leautiful, cloud-
less Sunday, after she had been to morning
chureh, she did not know.

“My sweet,” so the horrid man wrote, “'I
am sorry, more sorry than I know how to
express, | can’t go with you up the river
to-day, and more than that l expect | shan’t
be able to see you before Tueaday night.
I bave written to Mr. Warren to let me off
on Monday night, and to get yeung Hen-
derson to play my part, %hnu got to go
to Brighton by the early morning train,
and 1 bave barely time to catch it, else I
should have run up and explained matters
wore fully.”

}lx}plnmad matters more fully—more ful-
ly! He bad pot explained anything, ex-
cept that he was not coming. Why was he
not coming?! What was he going to Brigh-
ton for! With whom was he going to
IBrighton?! That was the question. Rosie's
little fingers tingled at the thousht, and
Ler cheeks flushed as she imagined another
woman by her Harry’'sside. For, though a
sweet, loving disposition was one of Rosie's
chief characteristics, bitter, bitingjealousy
was another of her traits,

Rosie was sure Harry was deceiving her.
Why bad he not told her of this on the
previous evening?! Now, as she remembered
things, and put two and two together. why
had he beea talking so gquietiy with that
red-faced Misa Woburn, who could barely
bide her freckles by plastering the make-up
all over her face?! It was a shame, acrying
shame. This with a stamp of the tiny
siippered foot, and a flash of indignation
from the big eves. What he could see in
that ngly, conceited hussy, who could not
act a bit, and never would learn how %o
act, to be standing in corners talking to
her, she could not imagine, She had never
thought about it before, but now in the
lurid light of that infamous letter, she
could see vlainly how the mischief had
originated and ripened. _

There was just a tiny voice that chimed
through her discomforting thoughts, and
whispered blithely: *“You mlly girl. For
shame. Harry loves you. He is true to
you. And,1if you were not irritated by
your stupid jealonsly, you would confeas
it, and gladly too. And there were mo-
ments when the winsome little voice came
very nigh ringing over and above the graff
promptings of gruesome jealousy, but
woman—thou mvstery—whatia delight it
is to thee to fashion monsters out of thy
imaginings, when it would be aseasy and
far more pleasarable to call up laughing
sprites.

So it eame that Rosie was unhappy and
out of temper with Harry, with herself and
with all the world. She nearly snapped
Jane’s head oft when the girl asked her—

“Why, good gracious, mam! What's the
matter with you! Dear me, 1f you ain’t
been eryin’.”

“Hold your tongue, Jane!” Rosie retorted,
angrily, so unusual an oocurrence with
ber. ““How dare yon say 1 have been cry-
ing? 1 was not crying, and, what is more,
1 am not going to ery—there.”

And thereupon the hot tears rolled down
ber checks in a bounteous’ tlood, and Rosie
sobbed as if her heart would break.

“Go away, Jane,” she exclaimed. "Go
away. Itisyou who made me cry. Leave
the room instantly!”

The pert serving maid, though puzzled
by her mistress’s sudden petty sorrow, was
far too wise in her generation not to hn-

-mor Miss Rosie in all kinds, and the odd-

est kinds of moods. She ocollected the
breakfast things and the uneaten meal,
and went down stairs without a word.

All that Sonday Rosie remained at Fern-
dale moodily alone. She barely touched
bher dinnper, and, when evening came, she
locked herself into her bedroom, and Jane
could bhear her walking up and down for
sn hour, at least, before she went to bed.
Even poor Punch could not drag her from
her new-born bitterness. She took him in
her arms, and hugged him and kissed him,
and said: *“You are true to me, Punch,
aren’t you! You'll mot leave me a
whole Sunday to Plne alone. You'il not
go to Brighton!” And Punch would
prick up his ears and wag his tail, and
stamp his little feet, as if to say: "“Yon
can trust me, my darling mistress. Now,
don’t ery! [ don’t like to see you ory.”
And the faithful doggie would race abont
the room, and carry things in his month,
and walk for a etep or two on bis hind legs,
and play all the pretty, funny punnio
knew; but Rosie's grief was not to beap-
peased, and though she kissed Punch and
bugged him, she cried while folding the
dear little doggie to her bosom.

The next day was a bleak one, indeed,
for Rosie. Her eyes wers red and swollen,
and when she sorutinized herself in the
mirror she declared herself a fright. There
was no rehearsal that day, and Rosie lay in
ker hammock-chair, 1o the garden, through-
out the Dbreezy morning, sighing and
thouzhtful—she who usually spent so little
of ber time in thinking about aught but
her partas.

Just as Jane was taking lunoch from the
table—Rosie had eaten only a morsel of
chicken and a leafor two of salad—some-
body rang the visitors’ bell, and. wonder
of wonders, who came in but Miss Wo-
burn. She was not with Ilarry thep, that
was one comfort. and Rosie had been unjust
to her lover in that regard.

“I thought I'd look in as 1 was passing,
my dear,” said the freckled one. “But you
are not well, surely. IHave you been ail-
ing?”

“Uh, 1t's nothing,” answered Rosie, with
a defizaut toss of her pretty head., *“Alittle
migraine, perhape. [ stayed at home yes-
terday, and—perhaps—"

“Oh, that's it,” interrnpted Miss Woburn.
“] could not wmake it out at all when [ saw
Harry Trench at Briﬁiton yvesterday. |
went down to see Mra. Weatherley, who is
playing at the Royal this week, and as we
were going on the pier I met Treuch at the
turnstile, He was escorting one of the
hagun;meat young ladies ever saw-—
and-'

[{osie felt the color fade out of her cheek

n nQ_ito of herself.,

“Why, you really are ill, my dear,” Miss
Woburn prattled on. “Yon must let me
call Jane. You ought to take something or
other.”

The slight frame quivered and the little
fingers twitehed nervously, but Rosie bit
her lip aud made a desperate effort to steel
her trembling nervea.

“Go on!"she whispered with well-feigned
indiflerence—"yon were SAYIDE you saw
Harry—Mr. Treneh I mean.”

“Yes, [ saw him."” replied Miss Woburn, &
Iittle spitefully perhaps., for Rosie's aflec-
tion for young Trench was well known if
their engagement was a secret, "and where
he found that lovely creature who was
with him I ean’t guness. Well todo I should
say, too—and she was dressed—vou should
have seen hor—a pattern. my daear. And
they were talking as atfectionately as if
they bhad known one another all their
lives,”—every word a barbed arrow driven
into Rosie’s palpitating bheart—"and they
went into the Grand Hotel together, and [
found out afterwards that Trenen is stay-
ing there.”

There was a dark film before Rosie'seyes,
and the tables and chairs and farmiture
seemed to her to be rocking. She saw the
green trees and the clematis-covered wall
through a thin veil ot moiature, and she
clenched her bands till her nails dug into
her tlesh.

It seemed as if the unwelcome chatter-
box wonld never go and leave lHosie aivne
with the sorrow. The poor, baited creat-
ure's lingers itched to open the door and
ssk that messenger of ill to walk out, But
the enstoms of polite society had to be safe-
guarded, and poor Rosie’s heart unearly
broke before the mischiel-maker was gone,
and Home conld fling herself on her bed and
relieve ner overstrained nerves by the good
cry she panted for.

But she would let the wretch know that!
she had discovered lhis treachery. He
should not be able to boast of having de-
coived ber with impunity. He was stay-

ingat the Grand Hotel, and would net re-
turn before the morrow—the Tuesday
evening. Xhe would write to him im-
mediately, He would get the letter in the
morning, and he would know that the
story of his vile infidelity had reached her
ears,

No sooner thought of than done. Rosie
opened her writing-desk, and set herself
down to pen the epistle that was to avenge
her wrongs as far as that was possible,
But she was sadly undecided about thbe
style and phraseology, and sheet after
sheet was torn up without a satisfactory
letter being formulated.

At last sbe managed to compose one that
seemed to her to combiune brevity and
stinging dignified rebuke.

“Sir,” she wrote, “'you forgot to say in
your note that you were going to Brighton
with & woman.” The “woman” was doubly
underlhined. *I do not intend to link my-
self to & man who lcaves me to pass his
time with creatures, and who 1s mean
enongh to stoop to ambiguous untruths to
screen his dissolute habits. I hope, there-
fore, that in future you will pay your ad-
dresses where they will be more acceptable
than to yours truly, Rosie Wray.”

She read the letter again and again, It
did not altogether please her, but it was
the most satisfactorv that, in her state of
mind, she could put to paper. She inclosed
it in an envelope and addressed it, “"H.
Trenoh, Esq., Grand Hotel, Brighton,” and
then sat looking at it, crying bitterly.

She thought it would drive her gloomy
thoughts away to be doing something, so
she wrote more letters—one to her dress-
maker, one to a friend, one toa well-known
theatrical manager for tickets for a profes-
sional matinee, one to the Era, altering her
advertisement, a mere freak to occupy her
mind, and so on till quite an epistolary
pile encumbered the writing table. Then
she rang for Jane, aud gave the lot to the
girl to carry to the post.

Punch seemed to be miserable to see his
mistress in such distress. He pranced
about the table while she was writing, and
blotted the addresses with his paws, and
carried off this trifle and that, and brought
them back again, and ran in and out of the
room, and barked as 1f he wished to say,
“Come now, cheer up, dear mistress.” But
even Panch's affectionate attentions failed
to relieve the poor wounded heart, and
thongh she kissed and fondied her dogge,
Rosie was uot to be consoled even by him,

The hours she passed in the theater that
night, a substitnte playing her faithless
lover’s part, seemed intermiuable in their
misery. The place was cold and cheerless
without the man in whose company she
bad spent such happy hoars, and, to the
astonishment of all who knew her con-
scientious performance of her duties, she
merely walked through her part. In an-
swer to all inquiries she pleaded that she
was suflfering from a bad headache, and she
was glad to reach her little home. and to
be relieved from the strain which her work
1mposed upon her.

The night’s rest brought ease to the over-
strupg nerves, and with the early dawn a
doubt shot in Rosie's mind if, perhaps,
after all, she had not acted too rashly—if
sowme explanation, some suflicient explana-
tion, might not be found for Harry’'s con-
duct. She knew that she was jealous, and
he, she was well aware, was theadmired of
many proud ladies, and she was don-
bly jeslous of him on that ac-
count. DBut he had always been
so franl, and so loyal, and so straightfor-
ward, and so truthful, and now he had
turned quite rounda and basely deceived
her. Had he basely deceived her! Was
she quite sure of that.

The morning’s mail brought her some
letters, and, gracions heaven, there was
one from: Harry bearing the Brighton post-
mark. How the little beart went pit-a-
pat as she tore open the wnvelope.

“My own sweet one,” he sard. *‘I would
bave written to yon yesterday, but I conid
not leave my wuucle, Sir George Allwood,
who 18 going to India to-day and who is
staying here with his daughter, my coasin,
I bad a very serious quarrel with the old
gentleman when I weut on the stage, and
he stot{)pcd the liberal allowance
he use to mwake me, and vowed
to disinherit me. He 18 the only
relative who helped me with a peuny, and
he wasalways very kind to me previous to
the dillerence that parted us. So when
my cousin offered to try and open a loop-
hole through which [ conid erawl 1nto the
old man’s favor again I accepted eagerly,
When | wrote on Sunday | had just time to
catch the train, and 1 did not want to write
again before everything was settled, but
now it is all arranged. My cousin was a reg-
nlar little brick, the dear girl. She knows
that we are enuaged’'—how the tears
flowed, and how the little heart beat—""and
she sonds yon her love and her best wishes.
Now, my darling, | am going to have six
bundred a year again, besides my earnings,
and we can bring that affair off as soon as
we like, and be independent of managers
and their freaks, and act or not act just as
we please. I'll be up to-morrow morning
by thefirst expreas, and as fast as a hansowm
can carry me, 1'll 33 to my own darling.
God bless her! (Good-bye, my sweet. 1 am
just brimful of happiness. Your own

Harry.

How happy—how thrice happy tbat he
was faithful to ber, that sbhe had mis-
judged him, that he loved her still. What
s beautiful letter, what a sweet, delicious
balmy letter! But—the Lord have mercy—
there was herown—that awfal, that bitter,
that insulting letter, where she had called
Harry's cousin a creature, and had charged
him with meanness and untruthfulness.
It would have been deiivered 1n Brighton
by this time, he would have read i1t—and
what must he think of herf Sho grew red
and white in turns as the horrible truth
dawned upon her. She had allowed her-
self to be persuaded by a noted scandal-
monger and mischief-maker to doubt and
insult the man who loved her best, and
she could bave sunk inte she earth for
verg shame.

She wandered out into the garden, her

olden bhair streaming in the morning

reeze, unconsolable and unconsoled.
Punch was with her, runuing about the
flower-beds, dashing across the lawn, and
jumping all over the rock-work regardless
of injury to ferns and plants. He was car-
rying something in his mouth, something
square and white, and he picked itup and
shook it, and put it down agsin, and
stamred upon it, and then ran away with
it again, playing with 1t as was his habit.
Rosie called him, and he pranced up to her
with the thing 1n his mouth and laid it
down at her feet.

She stooped and took the thing and
looked at it, and so full was ber heart of
the fierce joy 1t brought to her that she fell
on the sward bheadiong in a aead faint,

‘The square white thing was her own
letter to Harry.

Punch had knocked it off the table and
carried it into the garden, and played with
it ali theevening and all the morning.

Hosie, like the good. truthfu! girl that
she was, confessed her fault to Harry when
he came, sand he folded her in bis strong
arms and pressed her to his heart,

And Punch was thenceforth ealled
“*Punch, the Postman.,” and Rosie bought
him a braud new silver collar aud bells as
a reward for his clevernessa

[Copyright.)
———— el ——
She Had Worked for Them.
Washington Star.

She stepped up to the editor's desk de-
murely and said:

“Do you want any writing done?”

The weary editor looked at ber and said:

“You write poetry, 1 supposel”

“Yes, I have written a little poetry. I
have also wrnitten several short stories, &
novel aud a play.”

*“1 beg your pardon,” eaid the editor,
catchicg his breath, “*but is thereanything
you baven't written?”

“I don’t believe thera is,” she said, confi-
dently, yet sharply. Yon see, I'm a stepnog-
rapher and tyvpe-writer, and [ do a good deal
of work for literary gentlemen.”

—_— e ey ————
Hard Working Men,
New York Evening Sun

It is sad to learn that Prof. A. K. Linder-
felt, of the Mi:lwaukee Public Library, bas
been arrested on a charge of embezzling
oity funds. Prof. Linderfelt is president
of the National Library Association, and by
confessing his gnilt ieaves a stain upon a
body of men who are as honorable and
bard working as any other in this country.
Few atop to consider the debt of gratitude
that we owe to the librarans stationed in
every part of the United States. Ana rale,
they do not receive very high salaries, but
they are usually lovers of good literature
and excellent advisers to the inexperienced
whocome to get books from them,

—— e el O — e e
Suggestion to Girl Graduates,
Frahion Writer.

Thesachool girls of the present day are a
laxurions set, but 1f one entire class would
adopt the erinky cotton crepe for 1ts grad-
nation costume many heart-burnings and
dictie’jealounies wonld be ;l;olded. and we
venture tosay that not asilk or satin could
o &hl’gdﬁv& simple eleganeeof the chcaper
material when set oft by sparkling eyes,

rosy cheeks and the hundred other charms
. of youtb,

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
——

The pendnium was first attached to the
clock in 1606 by Huygoer.

It is said that more money is spent for
eggs than for tiour in the United States,

It takes eight timea the strenzth to go up
stairs that is required for the same distance
ou a level,

There are now 18,714 newspapers pub-
lished in the United States, of which 1,759
are dailies,

The pressure of the atmosphers on the
man of average stature is about fifteen
tons, yet it is not felt.

At Bombay all the Hindoo sentries salute
any passing black cats, thinking it poesi-
bly the soul of an English ofiicer.

According to the report of the Depart-
ment of Health for 1500 there are 0%211
females earning their livelihood in Chicago,

In & court in Mississippt an important
case was interrupted because one of the
jurors caught the mumps, and gave it to
the other eleven.

The flimsy paper called tissne paper was |
originally made to place between | tissue

cluth of gold or silver, to prevent its fray-
ing or tarnishing when folded.

The gastronomic law that oysters should
not be eaten in the months without an r in
them was laid down by a person named
Butler nearly three bundred years sgo.

It is said that the art of printing took its
origin from some rude impression taken
(for the amuasement of children) from let-
ters carved oun the bark of a beech tree.

German railway direotors are experi.
menting with rails made of paper, which,

are said to be as superior to steel rails as ]

paper car wheels are to those made of iron.

The cultivation of the sunflower is con-
sidered to be very profitable in Kussia. An
acre yields on an average 1350 pounds,
making au income for the farmer of $20 an
ucre,

Food costs little more bhere than in En-
rope. It bas been ascertained that the
cost per family for food n the United
States is §243.65 a year, against $222.52 in
Europe,

A rare relic of aboriginal life,the skull of
an animal with a tlint arrowhead imbed-
ded in the frontal bone, bas been exbhumed
on the farm of Edward Albin, south of
Springtield, O.

The sea 18 infinitely more produotive
than the land. It is estimated that an acre
of good tishing will yield more food in a
weoeck than an acre of the best land will
yield in a year.

It is sa1d that in Russia children are not
allowed to go from home to school unless
suppiied with passports for that purpose.
Even servants going from one employer to
suother are obliged to bave passports.

A woman in Blaine, Me., only twenty-
eight years old, has & chest measurement
of sixty-tfive inches; waist, sixty-one
inches, and she weighs 415 pounds. She is
unable to stand more than a minute or swo.

It is not generally known that an orange
hit in the exact center by a rifie ball will
vanish at once from sight. Such, however,
1s the faot, and shooting 1t through the cen-
ter scatters it in such infinitesimal pieces
that it is at once lost to sight.

A Berlin shocmaker has invented an
artificial stone sole for footwear. It 18 made
of a solution of some kind of vatent ce-
ment and pure white gunartz sand. A pair
of such soles will last for years on any
pavement, and are said to be elastic and
easy on the feet.

The tirst trumpet was & sea shell, and
was nsed by very old pationa. Trumpets
were well known in the days when Homer
lived, and a Hebrew feast of trumpets 18
spoken of in the Bible mearly 1500 B. C.
Alexander the Great is said to have used a
speaking trumpet 85 B, C,

Phiny tells of an Arabian giant, Gabara,
nine feet nine inches, the tallest man in the
days of Claudins, Jobhn Middleton, born
at Hale, in Lanoashire, in the timeof James
1, was nine feetthree inches in height, His’

hand was seventeen inches long and eight
and one-half inches broad.

An old restaurant bill, printed in Rich-
mound, Va,, in January, 164, gives the war-
time prices In confederate money: BSoup,
$1.50; chickens, §3.50; roast beef, £3; bam
and eggs, £3; raw oysters, §2; coflee, 22;
bread and butter, $§1.50; a boitle of cham-
pague, $50; a drink of rye whisky, 32; a bot-
tle of ale, 812, and a cigar, §2.

e

BITS O0F FASUHION.

Narrow, hemstitch frilling is the latest
and most fashionable trimming for ladies
and children’'s underwear,

Linen cufis have been recalled into the
ranks of fashion, and will be worn with
link-buttons, with tailor gownas.

The long Spanish lace scarf has returned
to us again, and is wound picturesque-
ly about the throat twice, the ends
reaching nearly to the bottom
in front.

Barege is such a durable stuff it is pleas-
ant to know that this yearit wili be the
height of the fashion, especially with
chine flowers on a cream ground-—an eftect
produced by the fact that the printing is
only on the warp.

Dresees being now very generally lined
throngnout with silk or sateen, the long
underskirt is less necessary, A ruche of
silk or lace is tacked jE“ inside the edge,
simulating an underskirt. The fewer un-
ctlart:l_i:ru the better, indeed, with modern
ashion,

We can no lou’;or tell maid from matron
by the fabric of ber costames. Girlé who
are still in the first flush of youth elect to
wear moire and other staffs looked upon at
one time as oniy suitable for elderly
women. They do mot hesitate to don the
beaviest velvets as well as the most deli-
cate tulles.

Strange as it may seem, it has been
roven that the very beantiful and vopa-
ar tints of mauve and heliotrope are more
fugitive in woolen than in cotton goods,
Of course washing tries the laster, bnt
tested by sen air and sunshine, the cotton
gownn in theso dyes hold their colors far
etter than in wool.

The Marie Autoinette fichu of chiffon,
lace, or net 1s very popualar this season
with debutantes and all other girls. It ia
worn over pretty little house-dresses of
striped surahb, Chioa silk, or French cash-
more, and is crossed in front at the waist
and lightly tied at the back. Other tichus
forolder wearers, 10 Spanish and Chantilly
paiterns, are worn with dresses that are
trimmed with lace flounces.

The fashionable style of coiffure isa low
and loose chignon. The hair is drawn back
from the temples and coiled at the back; it
is fastened with a high and@narrow comb,
which 1s useful for bolding up the small
capote. In front, the hair is either rolled
up from the froehead, or a small cluster of
frizziesas fall over the brow, This should
depend on thestyle of face, and whether
the bair is natarally smooth or curly.

Deep flounces of black or white net
are put over Jlight or medinm-colored
gilk dresses, which is another way of fresh-
ening them up, The flounce 18 put on
with a small heading, and should come
about half-way up the skirt. The bodice
aud upper part of the sleeves may be
covered with the saine Grecian net, either
plain or sprigged: the lower part of the
sleeve must always be of silk, and quite
elinging.

A pretty simple model for little girly
frocks 18 ns follows: Full ekirt, with a
pumber of small tucks round the foot—
seven or nine, The blouse-bodice has a
small round yoke entirely eomposed of
narrow garherings and is finished with a
ruche, Thereare three gatheringsalsoround
the waist. A ribbon 1s run throngh the
under one and tiad into & bow at the back.
The slesvea ave full to the elbow, and gath-
ered from eibow to wrist.

Children’s blousea show & new treat-
ment; the yokes, instead of being smocked,
are worked with stara in Russian stiteh,
baving French knots between. The croass-
cutseam at the back of skirts bas been in-
trodnced into children’s skirts with excel-
lent eftect, and they show well beneath
the little jackets, which often fasten on
one side, and are trimmed en chevron with
ruches of ribbon at the toroat, Silk skirts
with Swiss bolts are useful for children.

Jet will be much worn in the most beaun-
tiful kinds of trimmings, formed of the fin-
est beads massed together, to be used as an
appligue. Wide beaded fringes are largely
employed 1n bright as well as dull jet, and
ernchet si1lk will be used with these. af-
Jets of jet are found to be wusefnl in the

resent style of dressmaking and small

ads are mixed with bugles and sequins,
the long bLuagles and sequing, the long
bngies being a novel feature. Narrow jet
galons are to border many seams. :

Ladies are begzinning to wear much jow-
elry in the streets again, in the form of
elaborate and conspicuous bonnel-pins,
veil-pins, clasps and a great vanety of pins
on the bodice. A faultiessly dr woman

of the dress
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waae seen, the otherday, in New York, with
hor simple bodice closed with a tlashing
diamond star that might honor & duchess’s
coronet, and whicl. would have been pro-
nounced extremely vulgar last season. The
change 1n the mode 18 due to the intluence
of Russian fashions in Paris.

Silk shirt-waists, nnder fancy Eton or
Spanish jackets, high revers forming part
of the turn-over collars, pointed girdles,
long three-quarter French Guard coats
over bandsomely trimmed gilets of corded
silk, or natty striped shirt-fronts, will all be
permissible next season even on smart out-
of-door costumes. These are among the es-
sentially picturesque fashions which can
be elaborated upon by those who admire
striking effecta, or they can easily be mod-
ified to suit the taste of the most siurple
dreasers,

The Mercedes jacket is a new modifica-
tion of the well-known Figaro, or Spanish
jacket. It is short, open and rounded in

ont, and bhas no sleeves. It is made of
black lace. passementerie or braiding, or
again of embroidered silk or cashmere, and
is worn over the plain bodice of the four-
rean dress, giving it more selegance of style.
Bodices, either plain or draped across the
front, are generally round-waisted. The
edge of the bodice is slivped in under the
skirt and a fancy belt or ribbon sash is
worn over it.

The tabrics most used for blouses and
shirt-waists are madeof fancy surahs, wash
silks, fine French flannels, and cashmeres,
but for summer uses they are made of linen
lawn, pe e. embroidered muslin, and
plain Chinasilk daintily buttonholed, and
embroidered on the front pleat and the col-
lar and cuffe. The shirt-waists now so
much in vogue are a most valuable addi-
tion to summer outfite. They are so vari-
ously fashioned that they can be made
equally Lecoming to slender and moder-
ately full figures, and the economist who
} snpplies hersolf with half adozen of those
pretty dresay waists can give variety and
freshness to her tollets at comparatively
small outlay, White silk waists, flower-
striped, polka-dotted, or in plain stripes of
violet, tan, blne, or red, are dressy enough
to wear with lace skirts or those of lace-

trimmed silk.

Pious Observations,

Ram's Horn.

There are so many temperance men who
take their blune ribbons off when they go
away from home.

The less » man amounts to the pronder
be is of his ancestors being big people.

When you find 8 woman who thinks her
husband is the wisest man who ever lived,
you find one who haen’t been to school
much.

There are people who sing, “I care not
for silver and gold,” who always come out
ahead in a horse trade, )

1t never helpa ns to walk any straighter
to watch another man’s feet.

o
Paraliel Cases,
New York Weekly.

Mras. Gruommpps—There are thousands of
occupations in which men bave placea
which women should fill. Why ehouldn’t
women be druggists! Answer that.

Mr. Grumpps—This cottage pudding isn’t
good at all. How did yon make it

Mrs. Grompps—I took s few handfulsof
flour and some milk and a few eggs—1 for-
get how many—and some sngar, 1 think,
and I believe 1 added somesalt, and maybe
some baking powder—don't know bhow
much, 1 never mneasare,

Mr. Grumppa—That’s why.

- ——
Why He Wilted,
New York Evening &nn

“Well, John,” said the humorist’s wife,
after he had returned from the ofiice,
whitber he had been hastily summoned by
the publisher, “what did Mr. Hicks want?
Has he promotead youl”

“No!” replied John, weanly.

“You are notdischarged?”’ cried the little
womab.,

*\Vorse!” retuarned John. *I've gottoex-
plain two of to-day’s jokes in to-morrow’s
paver. Idon's believe it's possible.”

e o~
And He Was Speechless.

jeago Tribune
mit :o“ ber first appearance at a base-ball

ark.
” “What are you scowling at?” she inquired
ot her escort.

“AtthatLig man over there on tirst base,”
answered the grand-stand crank,

“Who is he

*“It’s Anson.

“Then

He's got & glass arm.”
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THE GREAT PLANTATION SCENE,
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